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" e Well, my little man/ I said, ' who was she ?'
"' Please, sir, there never wawr one/ said the boy.
" I pursued the matter no further, thinking it wiser to leave it there/' added the narrator.
On being made Bishop of Wakefield he left East London, when Mr. Barnett wrote :
1888.—East London's loss in the Bishop of Bedford is our loss. Although the policy of dividing the diocese did not commend itself to me when Bishop Jackson brought it before our deanery, its effect in the hands of Bishop How has been immeasurable. It is hardly too much to say that the whole neighbourhood has been softened by the touch of his refined piety. As clergy, we were again and again refreshed by his words, and were taught winning ways as well as working ways. With the people he was distinctly the most popular man in East London ; the one person among the crowd of rival politicians and philanthropists whom they thoroughly trusted.
In 1882 he wrote a brochure containing twelve short poems on twelve of his clergy, among whom was my husband. In sending it, he wrote a delightful and whimsical letter, apologising for bringing me, as the only woman, into a company of twelve men, explaining that he had twice tried to write the poem without me, but that, " like King Charles's head, there was no keeping you out."
In 1881, when we were desirous of starting the " Worship Hour," my husband asked the Bishop to come and see us, and then laid the plan before him.
Very seriously was the proposed innovation discussed, its relation to the rubrics, its effect on the existing Church services, the danger of religious curiosity, and of " divorcing feeling from reason." The conclusion of so earnest a conversation by the Bishop's words—
" On the whole, Barnett, I think the best thing I can do is to wink," seemed to suggest so ineffective and so inappropriate an action for a Bishop that we all three burst into laughter.
Neither have I forgotten the reality and fervour of his quiet episcopal blessing as he left the Vicarage. Later, when the hail of criticisms fell on the Worship Hour, the Bishop showed his wisdom and his strength by " winking " still, and by maintaining silence, refused to hinder this effort to reach men's sleeping souls.